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THE ; 
Author of a CARAT ER, &c. 


T0 FRE 


Author of a Letter, 


Dated, Enfield, Feb. 18, 171 7. 


Difficile eſt Satyram non ſeribere; nam quis Inidguæ 
Tam patiens Urbis, tam ferreus, ut teneat ſe ? 
Semper ego auditor tantum? Nunquamne reponam, 


PViexatus toties —  ? Juv. 
* There'are Moral Poets, 4s well as Philoſophers Among 
© the Satyriſts there is excellent Morality, do not 


call Moral in that low Sence the Generality of Men underſtand 
Morality, I underſtand here Divine Pozality, ſuch; 
as us engendred in the Soul by the Operations of the Holy Spi- 
rit, that inward living Principle of all Godlineſs and Honeſty. 


Claridge's Append. to Gent. Div. p. 38 and 34. 


PRINTED in the Year, 1717. 
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The Author of a Character, &c. f 

to the Author of a Letter, dated, i 
is firange! Muſt Nonſenſe flow l 
1 without Conſtraint? | 


And nat'ral Limners be debar'd their Paint? 

Shall Dulneſs reign in each unartful Line? 1 

And Satyr Reformations Work decline? vl 

G——z ſhall firſt forget his Impudence, 1 

And Preach the Goſpel in melodious Senſe: = 

Firſt C—le ſhall make his Obſervations true; > 

And P—ce, with Words, ſhall weave in Reaton too: 

The Letter-Authors firſt to Wit lay Claim, 

And in their empty Writings ſee their Shame. 

In Numbers one, what he cou'd write, convey'd, Letter 10 

Aw'd by my Verſe, and of my Style afraid, 75 . 

Frightned with Satyr, ſoon declines the Task, vader, &c. 

And mildly thinks he's done enough to as ; 

Ask, If from Heaven my Inſpiration came? 1b. p. 3. 

If Pm enliven d by a ſacred Flame? | 

When all my Lines evince from what TI write, 

Clear as the Truth, and evident as Light. 

His doubtful I reveaPd his ſhud'ring Fear, 7% p. 32 

And in my Juſt Return they diſappear. 8 bt 

The Laſt, in vain, a diff'rent Method choſe, Enfeli- 

Too thin diſguiz d, he writes in hobling Proſe ; Ce. 
A 2 The 


TAY 
Like Æſop's Afs cloath'd in a Lyon's Skin, 
He ſeems Majeſtic till his Ears are ſeen : 
But hold! he calls my Pen from pleaſing Ryme, 
With his dead Style to keep an equal Time: 
Shall I in that his foggy Dulneſs trace, 
Tho? gauling Schr (till my Will obeys? 
No: my Verſe runs as falt as his dull Proſe, 
Pleaſant to write, and eaſie to compoſe. 
Prithee, ſoft Author, whoſoe'er thou art, 
In G z what v anſt ſee to take his Part? 
From him no Lite, no Inſpiration ſprings ; 
He, E/rich-like,wou'd mount, devoid of Wings. 
From him we find to Heav'n an eaſie Way, 
To picatc our Wills, and let our Reaſon ſway : 
His Words with an unuſual Tone rebound, 
And Guſts of Satan fly in ev'ry Sound; 
He thund'ring Accents thro? the Concave flings, 
Whilſt joſtling Echoes meet in airy Rings. 
Pleas'd with the Noiſe, his fond Admirers 
throng, 1 85 EE 
And bleſs the Jargon from his erring Tongue. 
Believe ! I ne'er yet heard th? Impoſtor preach, 
Or ſolid Nonſenſe to the Vulgar teach, 
But in each Line he helps me to indite, 
And ſhews at once both how and what towrite. 
He ſpurs my Paſſions, he extends my Rage, 
And ſeems the bauling Codrus of this Age: 
Confuſion only is his nat'ral Courſe, 
And ſtill the more he ſpeaks, he ſpeaks the worſe. 
Him {hou'd I trace thro? his Life's gaudy Scene, 
Indent each Fault with my fatyric Pen, 
Paint all his Errors in their proper Hue, 
And bring his ſecret darling Sins to View, 
How 


Ho, MT e 


8. 


, 


Move the great Maſs, that ſearce their V igor 


„„ 
How Monſtrous then wowd Gs Crimes F 
appear, | | 
Theſwelling Tome wou'd tire twattentive Ear. | 
Too vaſt the Labour, I decline the Pains, 
And guide the Satyr with contracted Reins: : 
Tho? C ,B * „H-, and L—, 
Partake his Follies, they're too mean for me 
Theſe but the little Engines, Screws & W heels, 


—— 


——— 


feels; 
Proud of Himſelf, like a Coloſſus ſtands, | 
And dares the ſenſual Pow'r that him com- if 
mands. | 
Oh! * doit thou think he can eſcape the Doom, *— cur . 
When ſecret Thoughts to open Actions come? r . 1 


Evaſiſſe 54 
Thoſe bad Refolves that, ſilent, lodge within, %% 4. 


2 11 nſut | 
Spring from Hell's Seed, and aggravate his Sin. Fatt 


hab 
How then, where theſe an open Action find, — 


Muſt they torment the Soul, and pain the Mind! Tdserbe- 


re cædit 


His Sermons pierce him to the quick, and bring o,” 
guat iente b 


His treach'rous Soul to find ti? eternal Sting; Amo ror- / 
What fearful, vaſt, impending Judgments wait !“, Fasel 


Een WY ä —_— —_ 
8 I 


im 


Tt? enormous Wretch; and {ll their Terrors Nen ſretwl 


tity ta- 
threat — i 

1. K 

He knows, the Path of Sin he daily treads, nn. 
Nor Heav'n's fierce Wrath in flaming Ven- rat: cri 


geance dreads, Cm i 
Nor crouding Dooms, nor la ſt ing Odiams fears, Porporua b 
But ſtill the ſame in Acts and Words appears. ee 
How ſinful he, whom thou wou'dſt fa in defend, 0 


And ſhroud th' Intruder in the Name of Friend. 


With 


1 
With MNaullizy of Senſe, reverſe of Wit, 
And Novelty of Style thy Letter's writ : 
«f-11- Thanks to the Prelude, it declares the Thing 

27> Abortive born, and from no genuine Spring. 
Lie 1.2, Say, cou'dſt thou hope I ſhowd my elf perplex 
B, 3 56, With nothing Thoughts, and a meer Noſe of 
5, 8. | Wax i e | | 
An Inſignificant from tumid Veins; 
An empty Phantom of diſorder'd Brains; 
A thing that's void of true Connect ion too: 
With ſuch as theſe, (O!) what have I to do? 
>. 3. 1.9, Thou'ſt read it ſeems, what my true Sheets 
rie. - contain; | 5 
. Now read 'em, for an Anſwer, o'er again: 
For ſince thy Lines contain no Ground of Sence, 
What need have I to find a freſh Expence? 
Thou know'ſt I write for Truth, nor ſeek for 
Gain, W 
No Avaricwus Thoughts in me remain; 
My God) Rege ſhall ſtill the Truth defend, 
But anſwering ſuch as thee there is no End; Tl 
Yet ſince thou vend'it thy Droſs for curraut Gold, 8 
Thy dark vain Sketches PII to Light unfold. 7 
F. 3. l. 10. My Paper-War'sa Type of nobler Fights; 1 
For Chriſt with Belial's Spirit ne'er unites: A 
The ſhining Pow'rs of Heav'n in Combat dare I 
With Hell's dread Force to make an open War. D 
What Gu is, his Tongue and Geſtures ſhew, 


And Cie in his own Book himſelf may view; 5 
P—-:2, and the reſt, are ſpeaking Pictures ſtill, MW P 
And truly paint *emſelves againſt their Will. A 

P. 4. 1.4 The ſoft-ſtyle-Letter met its jult Return, 


And calmly lies, as in a peaceful Urn, 


Whilſt 1 * 


Whilſt my hard Style retains its piercing Dart, 


Pm loſt in Error, gone from Reaſon's Guide, 


(7) 


By which (among the reſt) thyſelf ſhalt ſmart. 
Who blames my Publication and Deſign, P.4.1.6,7. 

To cut off Vice, and Falſbood undermine ? 

What Man wou'd care, where he may uſe his 

Eyes, . 

To and, inſtead of Truth, a meer Diſguiſe? 

duch are the Letters Straius: No Ground appears 

In all that's wrote; nor Proof the Matter clears: 

Words unadapted, unconneCted flow, 

Whilſt yet no Place for Argument they know. 

When I in G „ find a laſting Theme, 

And he himſelf, and I, his Faults proclaim : 

He in the GaPry draws His Charader, 

And what he raves, in Numbers, I aver: 

He ſpeaks, I write (by him alone outdone) 

He's Sat'riſt and the Sect both in one: 

He paints the Features of his ranc'rous Heart, 

And what he draws, I copy out (in Part) 

To this I place a di ' rent Form in View, 

That ev'ry Eye may ſee the Falſe and Jrue. 

By me a fair Compariſon is made, 

Virtue nor Vice has a deceitful Shade; 

Clear Tropes of Reaſon find their proper Light, 

And Truth confronts the daring Hypocrite, f 

If this can ozly gratiſie a Mind P.4.1. 10, | 

Diſpos'd to Anger, and to Ill inclin'd, 0 15. 

Create fierce Heats, extinguiſh Friendſhips Grace, 

And Love from our Societies diſplace, 


And from the Truch, in great Confulion, ſlide. 

But J (ſecure of Sence) appeal to thee, 

If Reaſon's left, and thou haſt Eyes to ſee: ' 
Shou'd 


(8) 

Showd Falſhood reign, and Vice untouch'd en- 
[ARE | [Deſeaſe ? 
And through the Church ſpread an uncur'd 
Or, ſharpned Satyr lance the Ulcerous Wound, 


Cut the proud Fleſh off, and preſerve the ſound? 


P 4.1 17, It's ſafe to me, and yields a full Content, 
18. 


To follow Truth in my Experiment : 
It the her Rays through all my Lines diffuſe, 


. 3. J. 19, What falſe, what bad Effects can it produce? 


0 26. 


1. 1, 


2.374550. 


1c m a good Name, got by honeſt Means, 

Is bad, and, ſure, a hainors Sin contains: 
Bat when good Names, by Methods falſe and baſe, 
Some Perſons gain, and Vice takes Virtues Place, 
How uſt it is to undeceive the Blind, 
And lead a Brother the clear Truth to find, 
By the Unerring Light of Truth and Senſe ? 
D-lides, 'tis Love, and finds a Recompence. 
3 his ought to make us ſearch Our ſelves aright, 
And finding Truth, deteſt the Hypocrite. 

What ſignifies to ſay, Three Teachers are 
Drawn in dark Colours in my Character, 
Without a Wherefore, that appears ſo plain, 
It juſtines my Verſe, approves my Strain. 
Dark as themſelves Pd have the Colours ſeem, 
And ſuit with Satyr, as they ſuit with them. 
Tis done to ſet the Church againſt em too; 
(Tor n ith Impoſtures what have we to do?) 
That ſuch remor”?d, the Miniſtry may thine, 
Protected and Upheld by Powers Divine. 


Ass long as ſuchi aſſume that ſacred Place, 


Our faith and Principles are in Diſgrace: 
Theſe preach'emſelves, or Chriſt thro) Envy preach, 
And wanting Life, their Words no Life can 


reach. The 


- — Lal —_y 


C-> 

The Church is wounded, whillt theſe here remain, 
And the whole Body does the Hurt ſuſtain. 
Who can behold *em with impartial Eyes, 
Nor angry ſeem ? nor let his Paſſions riſe? Pi. gl. I. s, 
Nor ſtand in Godly Zeal for Truth alone? 9 10, 11. 
Let no ſuch Coldneſs in Her Cauſe be known. 9 
From theſe do I adviſe our Friends to h, P. f. I. 134 
Whoſe Buildings fixt, on rocky Baſes lie? i 
But what haſt thou to do with Godly Rage? P4.1. 15. 
It's proper, ſure, where we for Truth engage? 
No Wrath of Man runs through my Character, p. ß. 1, 17. 
Is what I here (in Seriouſnets) aver: 
Perſons alone, I never {hall diilike ; 
Tis ſtill at Vice, at horrid Vice J ſtrike. 
Impending Judgments let me never call, 1 
Vengeance is God's, and he'll repay it all. P. 5. I. 17, 
But in this Goſpel-Day (when Chriſt alone 18, 19. 
Shou'd Rule the Soul, and Judge upon bis Throne) 
That Men unfit, exempt from heav'nly Fire, 
From God's abounding Love that ſhou'd inſpire, 
Pretend to Preach : ?Tis Blaſphemous and Vain! 
And does not G uninſpir'd remain? 
Of Miniſters, God's Unction 1s the Scal; 
All ſhou'd his Pom'r and Love, in Preaching feel, 
Elſe, dry and fruitleſs will their Accents flow, i 
Who nor this Heat, nor true Anointing know. — 

Pm ſorry, when thou'dſt read my Papers ver, P. 6. l. ia, 
Thou ſtill retain'ꝰdſt the Mind thou hadſt before. 15: 
Tis bold Aſſerting, I reſolve to ſay P. 6. l , 
As many hard things of em as I may, . 18, 19. 
Since Reaſon bounds my Verſe, and all I write | 
At once Convincing Arguments unite ; b 

8 9 From | 


1116. 


F205) 
From theſe apparent Proofs, that ſhine ſo clear, 
P.6.1. 19, What Breakings forth of Bitterneſs appear? 
20, 21. In theſe, how cou'dſt imagize I miſtare, 
. When I ſuch plain, ſuch fair Concluſions make? 
P.6.1. 26. Thy Jaſt Account may come from partial Mey, 
P.6.1. 27. And ſo thy Baſizeſs, in Enquiry, vain : 
But vine, fromtheir own Words and Actious comes, 
No Bzgottry, with me, a Place aſſumes. 
P. 7. 1.3. Can they be Good, ho ſtrive to lin our yes 
Deceive our Reaſon, and the Truth diſguize? 
P. 7. 1.3. Can they be Honeſt, who their Words deny? 
P. 7. 1. 2· Or Sober, void of all Sobricty ? 5 
P. 7. 1.4. That G us Miniſtry is well pro d, 
P. 7. I. , 7. Or he with Pleaſure heard, or he belov'd; 
. 4.1.4. That a Good Spirit, or a Pow'r Divine | 
& l. 8, 9. Does P—ce to Our Trae Miniſtry incline ; 
That ( —le's Aſſertions and Remarks are true: 
All theſe Pd have thee, from ſound Reaſon, ſhew. 
P.7. l. 2. I is not a Say-ſo that will do with me, 
I muſt have Arguments, from Nonſenſe free; 
I muſt have Proof, I mutt have Reaſon ſhine” 
In ev'ry Stroke, and glide thro' ev'ry Line; 
Elfe *tis a vain Pretence, a vain Deſign. 
Prove theſe are true in All they Act and Say, 
I'll tear my Verſe, and throw my Pen away; 
I'll then recant of ev'ry Word I've wrote, 
Change my ſharp Method, and reverſe my Thought. 
In all, I hate a fearful, half-ſtrain'd Way, 
That neither dare Aſſeus, nor dare Gainſay: 
P.. l. 21. Begun to imagine, — Read) to conclude; — 
& P. 7. Never on me, with fooliſh Words, intrude. 
Act like a Man, prove mine a dark Account, 
Or elle to aong ht, with me, thy Words amount. 
Perſons 


{ons 


0Prof 
e tho 
ho 1 

ſ 
tra 
s G0 
h! le 
id P 
o ſole 
{wet 
me! 
nd a. 
he C 


allt 


— 


"I" 


ons admitted (in this Goſpel-Day)z P.. 8. 1. 3, 

0 Propheſy the Miniſterial Way, - +... - 

e thoſe who Chriſt within *emſelves obſerve, 

ho. nor from Ryghteous Laws nor Precepts 
ſwerve: 

ral Acquirement ne'er to this prefers, 

ſis God alone can make em Miz:fteys. 

hi! let none Preach, without the ſacred Fire, 

id Pow'r, and Lite, and a ſincere Deſire, 


ge oſolemn Hearers, only met to find 
5 Wivect Refreſhment to the fainting Mind, 


me heav'nly Balm, to cheer the drocping Soul, 
nd add New Lite and Vigor to the whole. 
lhe Church in Ponꝰr & Judgment ſtill ſhall ſtand, 
lt on a Rock, and not on falt'ring Sand; 
ſe Preachers (ſuch as P—ce and ( are) 
this ſhou'd neither Place nor Portion ſhare: 
lere ſuch from our True Miniſtry expePd, 
wou'd true Content and Satisfaction yeild. 
Partial Bigots, void of Reaſons Why, 
hd in Impertinence, againſt it cry, 
dall Impudence and Clamour {till bear ſway, 
hilſt a Juſt Cenſure flies, in Noiſe, away? 
As I my own and Brethrens Peace deſire, P.). I. 16, 
0 {till I aim to ſtop Contentiou's Fire, Oe. 
wourage Peace, and Uniy prefer, 
ind baſe Hypocriſie in all deter. 
uch Ways as theſe can't root Religion out, 
Nor fill Profeſſors with pernicious Doubt; 44, Ge. 
reate Diviſions, nor the Church offend; 
Nor Love, nor Charity from Brethren rend: | 
ue deſire the Truth may flouriſh, then P. 1 f. I. 7. 
e muſt detect all Hypocritic Men; 5 
| or 


Die > 


(12) 
For where Sincerity and Love are found, 
There no Unnat'ral Heats nor Feuds abound, 
P. 11. When I reflect on my Satyric Way, | 
E22,9% To which nor Ang er, nor Revenge did ſway, 
No Prin:iple of IIl thereto inclin'd, 
Nor an ill Temper from a wrathful Mind; 
P. 12. I. 3. Nothing pernicious to the Truth J ſaw, 
Nothing to break Loves Charitable Law. 
This makes me want thy bold Aſſer:ioz provd 8 
And clearly ſtated, as it thee behov'd : 
L. 18, 19, Shew what reproachful Turns abound in mine, ire 
20. What Falſhood in my Words, what bad Oeſig 
I. 20, 21; That 2% who God nor pure Religion like, | 
At leaſt may fee at what and whom! ftriks 
That Vice detected to their publick Sight, 
Strong Love may flouriſh more, and more unite 
P. 13. 1.2, That Our Perſmaſion may its Honour hold, 
| Bright as the Sun, and pure as Ophir's Gold; 
Let Truth of Us a growing Int'reft make, 
That no Intruders our Encloſures break ; 
That G s {uch,Pve prov'd enough before 
And till that's anſwer'd, I need ſay no more. 
p. 13, That I attempt Chriſtianity to raiſe 
1. 20, Cr. By Methods unallow'd, or vile, or baſe, 
By Loading the true Miniſtry with Lies, 
And from my ſelf their Characters deviſe; 
*Tis falſe ! *twas never my Deſign in Verſe, 
Canſt thou a fairer Character rehearſe ? 
At leaſt confeſs, have I not ſpread to View, I 
A Piece that {hews at once the Falſe and True 
A Publick Scene is for Impoſtors made, ] 
And Rabbing Lines, ſteePd Impudence —_ f 
i d 


9 


d, o Laſb and Heal the Satyr, arm'd, purſues, relephas 


ound Who Vice, unma kd, like bold Lucilius views, mprus tabs 

ith Lyncæus Eyes beholds the Nerves of Sin, Et | 

Ind Fal(hood, cover'd, lurks no more within. vi der- 
tra tuliſſet 

ſhen G 

ſhe Cauſe of Satyr with th' Effect will ceaſe - 


le, let its Scourge and Whip of Steel * 


uch Inſignificants as thine diſdain, 
Ind rage ſecure in its Defenſive Strain. 


hou'd J be ſoft and kind to Wicked Men, 


Line, Hare, I'm too cruel to the Pious then. 
):ſigoffior ſhowd my Strains in oily Phraſes glide, 


ut ſharp, and ſtrong as an impetuous Tide; 


{trikW{ godly Fire and Zeal in ev'ry Line, 
ht, Nad pious Rage compleat the juſt Deſign. 


it ce to be Lukewarm in the Cauſe of God, 


unit 

d, eſerves Correction from his Iron Rod. 

1d; Here's the bold Freedom of our Antients found, — 274 

e, ho Vice (the) ſcarce dare name) in Satyrs wound, ile prioum 
cribendi 


ach conſcious Wretch,in Bluſhes, hangs his Head, quodcungue 
t all his Crimes ſhou'd be in Public ſpread. grame e. 
he guiltleſs Soul from theſe no Terror finds, Sic, 
Nor ſhakes when Thunder roars, & raging Winds, © non | 
ecure from Fear, from {ſhocking Danger free, Nomen 
es in calm Peace, and can as calmly die. oy 


O! let no partial Judgment byaſs thine, 


e, I ſecretly the Truth will undermine : 

Read with Deſire to find the Truth, and then 
, l wait thy Leiſure to approve my Pen. 
rue Thus having Something to thy Nothing writ, 


Ill end, deſiring thy Encreaſe of Wit, 
vade That next Diſguiſe may bear a better Face, 

Tq And give me Something to confute and trace. 
PE 4 Pos * 


z (tops from ſecret vicious Ways, opem. Or. 


( 14 ) DE, _ Wiiſhat 
PosTSCRIPT. 
Or 17 


Ong the præcceding Verſe in Slumbers Ahe 
Whilſt, unreſolv'd, ſome Doubtfo G 

| Thoughts bore Sway; Here 

By turns they rul d, and chang'd my fir/t Inten poor 

By turns lay dormant, and my ſelf content How 

Till twice the worthleſs Letter paſs'd the Preſs l 

And then I thought *twas time to ſeek Redre(Mif tt 

r. c ad A Sanction now affords this Letter Grace, Wot! 
dm del. And Nonſence bears a more religious Face: E 
fn tr. Gilli ſubſcribes to what another wrote, MWh. 


ter, as fol. Who, like the Exfield- Author, wants in Thong Wh. 


%%% Gꝛoillim, a Wharfinger and Printer too, Wh 
7 bad For Twenty Lines is made an Author now! Wh 


lab, Thou Printing-Author ſtill renew thy Toil, Ho 
preceding With thy poor Works whole Bales of Paper ſpot Jud 


Letter, and 


sorfd:red Outbrave the Fury of an Iron Pen, Ane 
4% A. And bear the Satyr's Laſh with other Men: Ruy 
. Mo, W— , P—, all alike My 


Caſe, viz. Shall feel the Stroke, wheneer I pleaſe to ſtrik To 


or the 


checking Tell, Philip, when thow'dſt read the Letter oer Nc 


renn and . What juſt Adaption to the Caſe it bore ? Tt 
blick oe A fland'rous and dividing Spirit \ways 
eb in n In them who cover Lies, and Falſhood praiſe 


bicAbercors, But that in me ſuch Wrath or Flames appear, 
| 2zexching Tho? thou aſſert'ſt it, thou can'ſt never clear 
tel, Tomes Print bat one Proof, whene'er thou print'ſt again 


bees Cg. Thy Preſs ſhall never unemploy'd remain. II 
1 But, Friendly Readers, now to you I turn, 1A 
Twas . And Aathors, wanting Sence and Reaſon ſcorn, 

teefied there A Wiliim's extreamly ſatisfy*d (it ſeems) 8 


with : Toe 


7% With his own mercenary Thoughts and Dreams. 
Deſig * 711 S What 


O 


9 


hat Reaſonings flow, where Argument's de- ile Trgeni- 
| 


ous Aut hr, 

ft roy 'a ? bisStyle — 

7 | M . Raon 7 ; 

Or Ingenuity, where Senſe is void? „ 


rs ne Letter's Style, zz ALI. Reſpects, agrees plan's 

ubtfro Gel- Doctrine, and Chriſt's holy Ways. ie 
Here's ſtr nge = ſortius, without Thought or Wit, mes the | 

aten poor Philip miſs'd the Point he meant to hit; pt of chris | 


and his 


tent low much, his Author's flatt'ring Words inter, fuirful R. 
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dug Which is the healing Salve, the beſt Attempt, Wis ut- 
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w ! where can the beſt Conſideration fall, Sacks with 
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!poitJudge both our Acts by Heawzs internal Guide, ni oe 
Aud fee which of Us turns the Truth aſide. 9% 7 was | 
n: My Works declare, That no vile Nature {ways giv: it aS. 
My ſteady Mind to theſe Satyric Ways: ben, , 
rike To each clear Sight my Arguments are found ; % e 
oer Nor in my Verſe Revenge or Malice found: sd > to 
This makes me bold: I'll bear the Scrutiny, ber ge- 


And envious Thoughts in Proſe or Rhyme defy. Peace and 


aile WProve me unjuſt, my cenſur'd Fault Ill own, a Je- 
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gain Who dare aſſert, That my Deſign's amiſs s 

1. hate Deceit, as G——# hates the Light, 


And wou'd have all to ſee both Wrong and Right. 

orn.] You, who deſire Our bleſt Jerus'lews Peace, 

Sure, Wiſh to have all Lifeleſs Preaching r* 
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That Souls, ſincere in ev'ry Point, may join, 


And form that Bulwark ſtrong, where all combine: * 
Then let Hell rage, and Plots and Engines try is 
Fix'd on the Rock, we can all Storms defy. Ane 
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Hus I had finiſh'd what I meant to write, ¶ in: 
And left the Style, Where Truth affords His 
Delight: | 
Yet from theſe Strains, my Mind an eaſier Way, 
In ſofter Verſe, wou'd fain her Thoughts convey; 
But who can hold from Satyr? Who can bear 
When Noiſe and Bombaſt fly in full Career? 
Een whilſt I write, the Proſpect greater ſeems: 
Here's laſting Subjects! Here's enduring Themes! 
Inſulting Vice {till ſprouts like Hydra's Heads, 
And one lop'd off, another ſtrait ſucceeds ; 
Letter on Letter G———-'s Errors ſhroud, 
And wrap th? Impoſtor in a gloomy Cloud. 
Theſe anſwer'd, to the Preſs I bore my Lines, 
To fatisfy all Friends with my Deſigns ; 
Since ſtill T tread in Truth's plain beaten Road, 
And {hun th? Extreams, Diminutive or Broad. 
Time brings ſtrange Actions on the World's 
| great Stage, 5 
And Piety ſtill finds Hell's utmoſt Rage: 
E're from the Preſs this Anſwer found its way, 
| CharaBers Invidious Hearts their ranc'rous Spleens diſplay, 
| of 33 monſtrous Jhing in monſtrous Rymes appears, 
Club a: AS free from Reaſon, as tis full of Jeers. 
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E 
Mean were the frt Attempts, but meaner This, 
A poor, baſe, unintelligible Piece: 


Here Friends, in Numbers, find a brutal Tong ue, 


And ev'ry Epithet is vile and wrong; 


Scandals are thrown, where never Scandals lay, 


In no bold genꝰrous Style, but Grub ſtreet Way. 
Theſe Characters are RaiPries wanting Proof, 

His Verſe inſufferable, dull and rough; 

Nor Cadence, Melody, nor Reaſon ſhines 

In all his ſenſleſs Phraſe, inſipid Lines: 

His own Lampoon and Character he writes, 

Quarrels with Senſe, and with his Reaſon fights; 

n, whom he meant to ſhroud, 

And, praiſing him, he ſpeaks. his Shame aloud. 

Tis a meer Jumble all, and all affords 

A Chaos indigeſted Heap of Words. 


Nov. no it's ſeen what ſort of Foes I've gain'd 
7 a , 


How C—1e is lik'd, how G u is maintain'd. 
To Ea 's this Invidious Thing 1s ſent, 
Where I was never ſeen, nor ever went; 

If it be there Friends meet in Numbers ſo, 

Inc*er yet had the Happineſs to go; 

Not one of theſe knew ought of my Intent, 
'Twas I alone, and they are innocent: 
Printing and Publication, I alone 

Caus'd of my ſelf, and to all theſe unknown. 
No Perſon did to this ſharp way entice, 

On me the Character entirely lies. 

| grieve, that Pm the Cauſe, that theſe muſt find 
The Force ofs baſe and ungen'rous Mind. 
Had IT born all his Envy, Rage and Spight, 
His vipꝰrous Tongue wou'd yield anknown Delight, 
Id Sport with Ezvy, with her Serpents play, 
Nor ſhou'd their hiſſing Tongues or Stings diſmay. 
But ſee how Monſtrous vile the Author's ſeen, 
To be reveng'd on One, he ſtrikes Nineteen. 
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Vip' rous her Tongue, infected is her Breath, 


Friends, arm'd with Truth, can bear the Shock 


By Virtues Noble, and by Goodneſs Great. 
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So Herod (when the tender Babes were ſlain) 
Shew'd dire Revenge and Cruelty in vain: 
Blind Ezvy ſo, that wou'd the Truth beguile, 
At Numbers ſtrikes, and miſſes me the while. 
Envy, with toothleſs Jaws, and Slander's Pow'r, 
Wou'd poyſon Innocence, and Truth devour ; 


And loſt Revenge to her's as bad as Death ; 
Yet here tis /o/# : She champs her foaming ow, Tt 
She raves at Truth and Innocence, the Cauſe; 

She curls her Scorpions, bites her Fleſh for MT: 


Grief, He 
Conſumes her Strength, and gnaws away her NW. 


Life. 
of Hate, 


Still let black Envy throw her Snakes around, 

And by their hiſſing Noiſe her ſelf confound ; 

Secure as Phlls, on Lybiz's burning Plain, 

The Poiſon's loſt in Air, and Sings are vain: 

No Venom finds Effect where Virtue arms, 

*Tis Proof againſt all Hs deluſive Charms. 
I —_— my ſelf oblig'd theſe Friends to 

Clear, 

Or I wou'd ſcorn to mind his Scribling here: 

The little Shams and ſmall Deceits, too mean, 

Creep far below the Terror of my Pen. 

I cou'd with Names and Crimes augment my 
Verſe, 

And Names and Crimes in ev'ry Line rehearſe; 

But my Artil'ry plays at Mountain-V ice, 

A monſtrous Heap of Sin before me lies; 

Elſe - ſhouw'd find my Rage, and trem- 

ling ſtand, | | 
Afraid of Laſhes from the Satyr's Hand, 


Leſt 


0 
5 eſt all his Soul to open Sight be laid, 

And fearful he be to himſelf betray'd. 
e, ince he has ſpoiPd the Churches Peace ſo long, - 
>, And, /oving Broils, foments'em with his Tongue. 
vr, MH! furely ſue to be Exported then, 
To keep his Name and Credit up with Men: 


Th' Eaſt Indian Conſines (where he meant to go) 
Nor of his erring Way, nor Manners know. 
Then, ſafe from —— he'll leave behind 
Gallia's brisk Juyce in vaulted Caves confin'd. 
Tis ſprightly Wine that animates his Soul; 
He takes his Vigor from the flowing Bowl, 
Whilſt he his Life, neglecting Buſineſs, ſpends 
In Asking Queſtions and diſturbing Friends; 
ck MCompos'd of Miſchief, lives in baneful Mrong, 
He ſtill throws Malice from his envious Tongue; 

 Wietts the 7oppine Air, wou'd ſomething be, 
id, ind runs himſelf by Prate to Poverty; 
Ne'er minds the great Concern of Life, his Trade, 
But into Politicks he thruſts his Head: | 
Mimicks a Patriot, weighs the Things of State, 
What may her Int'reit raiſe, or what abate: 
Conſults dark Meaſures how to trap his Friends, 
And joſtling Wrong with Right, the Wrong de- 

fends. N 

Who cou'd not write 2ſt Satyrs, when he meets 
Imperious ride lordly thro? the Streets; 
Iwo furious harneſs'd Courſers draw along 
This Lamp of Pride, and bear him through 

the Throng, | 
Whilſt in his Shop, ſome beg, and ſue, and pray, 
His proper Bills, at over-time, to pay. - 
Vaſt Numbers ſtand before the Satyr's Eye, 
hat ſhall, untouch'd, in dark Oblivion lye, 
It they but Quiet reſt, the Satyr ſleeps, 
nd no ſtrict Guard on all their Actions keeps; 
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6 » and his Abettors then, no more 

Shall feel the Jerk, and dread the Satyr's Pow'r. 
Butif their clam'rous Tongues the Satyr wake, 
At its Juſt Rage the Proudeſt H E ſhall quake. 
I'm bold to write, and ſcorn the vulgar Way, 
Where Malice leads the Characters aſtray : 
Shou'd I let looſe, Great Multitudes ſhou'd feel 
The Satyr's wiry Whip and pointed Steel. 
Nineteen nor Nizety then ſhall do with me, 
And all I write thall be from Error free: 
Then Pablick, as the Letters Ill appear, 
Nor be thus fearful of the Common Ear, 
No: all ſuch Fears I'll baniſh from my Breaſt, 
Others {hall know how Vertue is depreſt ; 
Others ſhall read,and reading judge their Crimes 
Who ſpoil the calm and advantageous Times, 
When Truth (ſince open Perſecution's fled) 
Might in ſweet Peace exult and raiſe her Head. 
Whate'er I write, in ev'ry Word and Line 
Both Truth and Reaſon ſhall united ſhine: 
So I at once can all dark Pow'rs defy, 
That by inſidious Wiles give Trath the Ly. 
With nervous Arguments Pve fill'd my e 


Prov'd Letters and falſe Characters but vain. 
And mine, alone, ſhall ſtill the Truth maintain. 


Pre finiſh'd now, and made myWork compleat, 
And none (hall my ſtrong Arguments defeat. 
No more DÞll write, unleſs provok'd thereto, 
But bid to Satyr's Strains a long Adieu, 

Since I have prov'd mynumber'd Labours noel 
And ſhewn to all, with what 7 e, Pen 
ve draws the Vice and Characters of Men. 

My Words ſhall plead, whilſt T in ſecret lie, 
And me, in evry Conſcience, juſtifie. 
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